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AR RAMSGATE DIP. 


“Ramsgate was thrown into a state of wild excitement on Wednesday, when it became known that Poor Papa had entered a Bathing Machine. The 
news spread like wildfire, and the Sands were soon densely packed with visitors and townspeople. It was rumoured, and with some truth, too, that it was 
Pa’s inaugural bath, and ‘ divarsions’ were naturally expected. The photographers were hard at it on all sides, hoping to reap a harvest, and the situation 
was at fever height when Poor Pa calmly came out of the Machine, his raiment undisturbed. He had suddenly changed his mind.”’—Tootste. 


ESCAPED FROM SIBERIA. 


— 


On the night of February 11th, 1879, six women aad eight 
men, many of them occupying good social positions, but 
accused of sedition, were seized upon by the Russian police 
and dragged to the police station, strongly guarded by sol- 
diers, who had instructions to use their bayonets should 
any resistance be offered. In some cases resistance seemed 
almost impossible, for the captives were so tightly corded 
that their elbows met behind their backs. 

They were refused the assistance of counsel at their mock 
trial, street traffic was suspended, and a hundred Cossacks 
conducted them from their cells to the court in iron barred 
carriages. On May 13th, three were hanged, and two months 
later two others shared the same fate. When the first lot 
suffered, a tremendous military force was employed and a 
large crowd assembled. At the moment the unfortunate 
wretches swung in the air, the bands struck up a music hall 
melody, and the authorities “ winked the other eye.” 

Of those sentenced to long terms of penal servitude in 
Eastern Siberia, two, being commoners, were put in irous 
and had their heads shaved, The others, being noblemen, 
were spared this degradation, but all were forced to wear 
the convict dress. A terribly long and painful journey 


se oe ensue Pv ndred miles of which had to be , 
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of the sanitary arrangements were indescribable. Some of the 
prisoners were being sent as settlers, the political prisoners to work 
in the mines. The guards on the long march were frequently 
changed, and thus, the personal appearance of the convicts, it was 
difficult to remember, ahiey being about two hundred in number, 
As one military escort delivered them to another, the gang were 
counted, and answered to their names, Thus it came to pass that 
one political offender, named Debagorio Mokrievitch, a nobleman, 
found one Pavlov, a burglar, to take his sentence of fourteen years’ 
hard Jabour on his shoulders fora payment of sixteen shillings 
vash,a pair of boots and a tlannel blouse, his own doom being that 
of a settler, compelled to toil in the fields or hunt wild game 
for his support, and those unaccustomed to such pursuits only 
too often perished of hunger and cold. Ina country, too, where 
the sun shines but two or three hours in twenty-four, darkness often 
lasts for several days together, and, in the most fertile districts, the 
mean temperature is fifty degrees below the freezing point. True, 
the life of these unh»ppy creatures in the mines is even more 
horrible; but the miserable wretches in the gangs, for the most 
part inveterate gamblers and confirmed drunkards, are willing, for 
atrifling sum of money, to take on any destiny fate may direct. 
Mokrievitch easily swopped his identity, and presently found him- 
self settled in a village with the right to wander within certain 
limits, though compelled always to wear adress by which he would 
he known to bea convict. Bat, beyond this, there was the danger 
of the betrayal of his secret, a large price being within the reach of 
the betrayer.  Immediz tlight was therefore necessary, but the 
journey to the nearest place of safety (Switzerland) was thousands 
of miles, and, as he was quite penniless, he felt it necessary to sell his 
great coat, woollen trousers and gloves to rise some cash, and 
start through the snow in a fur cap, regulation pelisse and thin 
trousers, Before long, one knee was frost bitten, and his sufferings 
from the cold were very great. At night he found shelter in the 
dwellings of humble peasants, and so wandered on and on, till, 
after weeks of weary travelling and facing many dangers, he found 
himself at last at the house of a friend, who obtained him the pass- 
port of aman recently dead and lent him money. —[n 1880, he set 
out to travel post the greater part of the last 3.600 miles. On the 
road he made the acquaintance of a fat, jolly man—a Government 
clerk ; and at a place they stopped at for the nizht, a person in 
anthority, on secing Mokrieviteh’s passport, expressed astonish- 
ment, as he himself knew the person whose name it bore, and 
whose death he had heard of.  Mokrievitch explained that the 
name was a common one in the province ; that his father and the 
dead man’s were of the same profession and great chums. The 
person in authority eqolonael: The Government clerk roared 
with laughter at the notion of his companion being suspected of 
travelling with a dead inan’s passport, and Mokrievitch smiled as 
well as he could. 
* o * * . * 

“If it weren't for it’s being in Roosha,” murmured the Battersea 

Buttercup, “I'd a said Mokky had a warm time of it!" 
(Nert week,“ The Wanderer.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
=~ 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
ehoulé inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


You're a charming young lady, no doubt, ADA BEACH, We can 
uess from the tone of your note, Your veracs are not up to much, 
"REDDY HIOWE, Fou won't make your mark asa® pote.” Delighted 

to hear from yeu, JANET McL¥op, we'd anawer your questions 
with pleasure; But we haven't a couple of columns to spare, And 
we're certainly not got the leisure, ~ We indorse the remarks, A 
TRETOTALER makes, It really is shocking to think That a man rd 
the Eminent’s intellect should Keep drowning his senses in drink, 
Your letter’s a triumph of impudence, Tim; How long did it take 
to compose it? You'd better consult a solicitor, PAUL, 'Twould be 
wisest now someone else knowa it. Toattend all the places to which 
he's invited, is difficult now he'saway, SLOPER can't go toall, SQUIB; 
but if they're important he runs up totown for the day. You do not 
inclose any stamps, Mr, ILARGRAVES, Vet say that you want your 
shetch back; If you think that we're going to return it without, 
You're on an erronceus track, Thanks, ETHELBERT, thanks, we're 
glad you succeeded In lovsening the Gordian knot ; ¥, BAKER was 
right to behave as he did, Such treatment was rather too hot, 
TWIce SHY secms aggricred, but we plainly confess From the 
rambling letrer he's written, We don't understand what he means 
in the least, But it’s casy to sce he's been bitten, 

—_———>— 
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Will be paid to the nert-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 

“Do you like poached eggs and spinach?” inquired a town 

cousin, “dunno,” replied his country relation, “ We gets lots of 

eggs on the fam, you know; but 1 like poached pheasant very 
well.” se 
» 


“I've been reading about the Indian Fakirs,” said Mrs. Smith. 
“How do they manage to allow themselves to be buried for a 
month or two, and then come to life again?" “Why, they Fake 
it, of course,” said her hubby ; “that’s how they get the name.” 


L ad 
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IF you've pleurisy or gont, 
Or tind you're getting stout, 
Or sutfering from any other ills, 
"Tis almost past belief 
The wonderful relief 
You'll experience by taking —— pills. 

N.B.—The cost of the above advertisement not having been 
received, and having grave doubts as to the probability of ever 
getting it, we considered it wisest to suppress the name of the 
advertisers. The verse, however, is hall marked and warranted 
18 carat, and patent pill manufacturers are hereby warned that it 
has been entered at Stationers’ Hall. It can be purchased, how- 


ever, on eagy terms (three years’ system) on application to “The 
Sloperies."—Ep, 


ALLY SLOPER’ 


WHICH WILL HAVE FIRST BITE. 
No connection with the dog that 
worried the cat that killed the rat that 
resided in the domicile erected by Jonn, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 376,—The “ Ramsgate Bathing * Costume. 


A NAVALRIC PUZZLE. 
Penstoner.—There's only half of me 
left now, and they won't even let me 
in at half-price. 


Rosky (in love). Miss Trueman—may I say Ada?—I have a feeling here—a 


feeling which if you understood — 


Ada ( feeling seasick), But I do understand ; I have the same feeling myself. 


in Rotteng Row. 
Admiring Jal. ‘Struth, Jim, you looks 
lovely! \ say! 


Jim, Now I'm one of them swells a-ridin’ | ANY PORT IN A STORM. 


They have lost their machine. 
Nellie, He is coming! Oh, I 
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faturday, July 11, 1891. 


“CoME and have a ve at billiards for an hour or two, old 
fellow.” “Certainly, old chap; very pleased, I'm sure. But, didu't 
I see vou with your wife just now?” “ Yes; but she has gone into 


that draper’s to buy a reel of cotton and a packet of pins.” “Oh!” 
s* 


s 

HE was a bluff and hearty Yorkshireman, on a visit to a married 
niece, and being left alone for a time, was hunting round the artis- 
tically but uncomfortably furnished room for something to read, 
and his search was rewarded by a monthly musical publication 
containing an article entitled, “How to pir Bach.” “* Well,” re- 
marked he old man, as he threw down the journal in disgust, 
“the sauce of some of these papers is astonishing ; just fancy, trv- 
ing to teach a Yorkshireman how to play football, and can't spell 
‘back’ properly. Well, I’m dommed ie 


* 
A SWEATER once said, with a cuss, 
“My employment could hardly be wuss” » 
But a man standing by 
Said, “ Old fellow, you lie, 
You might be conducting a ‘bus.” 


* 

“On! do let me make you known to the Professor,” said Mrs. 
Gushington to her bosom friend; “I know you'll get on so well 
with him, he dotes on the antique, you know, and so——" You'll 
have to humour him, she intended to say ; but, with a look which 
turned the champagne cup in the refreshment room into block ice, 
the other swept from the room, called for her carriage, aud they 
cut each other dead now. —— 

. 


“WELL,” excluimed an enthusiasiic friend, after the matinée 
“did you earry the audience with you?” “No, but T could have 
done,” said the amateur star, “There were only three people left 
at the finish.” 8 

s 


ScENE—The taproom of the “ Fountain Head,” Sloper's Island, 
Rickety Dick (toa greenhorniwwho has been“ gassing” for some 
time). Look here, mate, I'll bet you two bob to one that I'll tell 
you what you are in one guess?” 
Greenhorn (eagerly). Done, 
Rickety Dick. “All right. Now give us yer bob! ( Obtains the 
shilling.) Now V'll tell you what you are—you're a bally fool, or 
you'd never have trusted me with that bob! Here, landlord, three 
pots of four ale, and here's that gentleman's money to pay for it. 
s-* 


a 
“Isn't it a funny thing, uncle,” observed one of Penhecker's 
nephews the other evening, “that people always speak of « wed- 
ding being solemn-ized as though it was a funeral instead of a 
marriage?" “You don’t know, my boy,” answered Poor Pen., 
lowering his voice so that his very much better-half should not 
hear him; “ wait until you get married, and then you will under- 
stand,” ss 
s 
SHARPSHINS scored one the other evening. He was travelling 
down a certain local line, and three fellow-passengers made them- 
selves conspicuously unpleasant, They puffed their smoke in his 
face, made semi-personal remarks, and, in fact, behaved as only the 
City cad can behave. Presently one of them exclaimed, as he 
pulled up the window, “By Jove! it’s raining gentlemen.” “Then 
you had better leave the window down,” observed Sharpshins. 
“We can do with two or three in this compartment.” He was not 
worried any more that journey. « 
a 


SHE has cast aside the paper which her pretty little taper 
Fingers cut eagerly a little while ago; 

She looks angry, hurt and teased, disgusted and displeased— 
Indeed, her face almost betokens woe. 


Was she looking for, you ask us, news from Venice or Damascus, 
The doings of the English Queen and Court ; 

Has a ship containing mother, or husband, p'r'aps, or brother, 
Arrived in safety ata foreign port?! 


No; ‘tis nothing of the kind. She had struggled hard to find 
A spicy application for divorce ; 
But, remarkable to say, there wasn't one that day, 
So she threw the stupid paper down, of course. 
Ld 


s 
“T WANT to see something pretty in a bathing dress,” said a cns- 
tomer to the pert, tluffy-haired young person behind the counter 
of one of the largest drapers in Hastings. “Certainly, madam,” 
was the prompt reply ; “if you come down to the beach to-morrow 
at eight, you'll see we—I usually take my dip at that hour.” 
** 


. 
Overheard in the Royal Courts of Justice. 
Council, We are told, me lud, that, “ Punctuality is the thief of 
time——" 
Judge (gently interrupting). Yes, brother ; and, “ Procrastination 
is the tout of business "—in our profession. 
[Laughter, which was immediately suppressed, 
s¢ 


s 
“THERE'S one thing I do admire about you, Miss Rose, most 
awfully, don’t you know?” said Jack Timmidde, “and that is er— 
your self possession.” “And that is the very quality Tam most 
desirous of getting rid of, Mr. Timmidde,” answered Miss Rose. 
“Eh! What?” ejaculated Jack T. “ Er—er—what do you mean, 
Miss Rose?” “Why, don't you understand, [ would much rather 
be possessed by somebody else,” replied Miss Rose, shyly, with 
downenst eyes, se [The banns are up. 
s 


“You know old Bullion, the millionaire?” observed Jones. 
“Yes,” replied Smith. “He began life as a clerk, at a pound a 
week,” said Jones. “The deuce!” exclaimed Smith. | * Phat 
wasn’t bad money for a baby ; but when did he learn to write!” 
s. 


. 
After Handel Festival. 

Crystal Palace Official. Our people have a very high estimate 
of the Press, I can assure you, 

Weary Representative of the Fourth Estate, 1 should think 
they had—uncommonly high, judging by the number of stairs they 
made us go up to get to our ceats, 

7s 


* 

“NEVER hit a boy when he is down, my son,” observed a bene- 
volent old gentleman who comes up in the middle of a small fistic 
engagement,—* never hit a boy when he is down,” “1 never does, 
guv'nor!" said the youthful victor: “I allers kicks “em, it’s a lot 
easier and hurts more.” [J’receeds to put his theary into practice, 


* 
A COSTER young lady, named Alice, 
Went down with her * bloke” to the Paliss, 
When they laughed at her hat, 
She said, *’Arry, it’s flat ; 
That it’s all, blimy, envy and malice.” 
es * 
* 

“HAVE you any objection to lower the glass, sir?” inquired a 
polite but heated passenger, as he entered the stuffy railway com- 
partment occupied by our friend, McGooseley, “ Not in leasht, 
responded that individual, who was perhaps just a shade squiftier 
than usual—“not in leasht. Been lowering glasshs mor’ lesh or! 
daysh. ‘Nother one won't hurt me. Four o' Scotch, miss, pleash.” 

s 
* 

“T HAVE a new and original joke which I should lke you to in- 
sert,” said aseedy looking individual, entering the editor's sanctum 
the other morning. “ Yes,” said the editor, putting his nand care- 
fully into his breast pe rcket, “go on.” &©Why, a woman sees 
‘Umbrellas Recovered’ ina shop window, and goes in and asks 
them if they can find hers, which she lost some time——” But here 
there was a flash,a sharp report, and that night Billiam Higgins 
bore the mangled remains of that would-be punster away ina sack. 


Saturday, July 11, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE AT FOLKESTONE. 


—.- 


Yes, dears, here we are once again at Folkestone, and staying at 
the “ Pavilion Hotel.” A lot of people stay at the * Pavilion,” for 
it is very com- 
fortable and the 
cooking good, 
More travellers 
stop only a 
night, crossing 
over next morn- 
ing to foreign 
parts. 

In Heywood's 
capital new 
penny guide, | 
read that “no 
one can pretend 
that Folkestone 
harbour posses- 
ses a particle of 
beauty, Useful 
and valuable, 
lively and in- 
teresting when 
the steamers 
come and go, if 
you like, but 
not pictur- 
esque.’ The 
guide is right, 
the harbour is 
uncommonly 
ugly, and the 
same may safely 
be said of the 
greater part of 
the railway 
station; but there's no mistake about the amusement to be 
derived from meeting the boats, particularly when they have had 
arough passage, It is the greatest fun then to see those unhappy 
rags and remnants, so pallid and so limp, crawl on shore, and to 
ery “Boo!” at them, It must be an awful thing to be called 
“Boo” at when you are pallid and limp. I have noticed it makes 
some of them writhe. 

According to those learned in such matters, I read that “one 
gives the origin of Folkestone’s name dogmatically as Fulk’s 
Town; another as Folkestang, the people's rock ; a third declares 
for Flosstane, the flaw in the rock; and in Doomsday Book the 
place appears as Fulchestan.” The names are calculated to confuse 
the common or garden excursionist, and the extra-ordinary fin de 
siécle Browns, Joneses, Smiths and Robinsons might have been 
surprised if they found the descendants of the earliest Folkestone 
settlers still using such names as Nigel de Muueville, Ruallanus de 
Albincis, and 
Eanswitha, the 
pious water car- 
rier. Weare con- 
tent to take 
Folkestone as we 
find it,toa semble 
with the Folke- 
stone fashionables 
on the Lees, to 
which “for a 
penny the visitor 
is whisked with 
magic ease” by 
the lift. Or say 
to saunter in the 
Ladies’ Walk, or —~ 
rollick on the 
switchback, or go 
to the latest show 
at the Victoria 
Pier Theatre, or 
the Pleasure Gar- 
dens, 

There is, indeed, 
plenty of amuse- 
ment to be had 
down here, and 
the amusements 
are varied ; and it 
may be said that 
all classes are well 
catered for, asonly 
half an hour ago an itinerant purveyor of hokey-pokey energeti- 
cally invited the Dook Snook and Tottie to trva Supe he k's 
face was a picture, and it took a little side off Miss Goodenough. 

The Warren is one of the sight of Folkestone, an immense 

chasm, wild and chaotic. “The attraction and wild beauty of the 
place invite and even compel intrusion. The entomologist finds 
among its rocks and bushes the very moth he requires to complete 
his collection ; the botanist the very flower; the geologist the very 
specimen of the Backbone of Kent, and the artist the very com- 
bination of glowing colour and prickly shrub wanted for the corner 
of his Academy canvas,” 
_ Here it was that 1 caught, and the Dook impaled, an unhappy 
insect on a card (cruel wretch !). Here was it also that Tottie hit 
her finger a big bang with a hammer (serve her right). Here also 
was it that Bob sat himself down on the prickly shrub (once). 

The Fulkestune Observer is a very entertaining paper, and con- 
tains lots of things especi- 
ally interesting to visitors; 
and | am reading it now, 
and sipping my _ five 
o'clock cup of tea in the 
hall of the “ Pavilion,” in 
which is a great pile of 
luggage, ring many 
scores of strangely colour- 
ed labels. There are Mos- 
soos, male and very fat 
and rather bald, staying 
here, and Mossooesses, 
dark haired 
and rather 
dark skinned, 
whoscan criti- 
— cally the fe- 
~~ male English- 
A er, and one, 

who imagines, 
like all dear 
— French  wo- 
men, that the 
language of 
their France is 
) unknown to 
the _ outside 
barbarian, 
says, after a 
long look at 
me,“ Mais elle 
est bien! Elle 
est tout a fait 
Parisienne." They think we don't over here know how to be- 
comingly cover our frameworks. All are enjoying themselves, 
except Billy, who fell out of a boat, and is now in bed waiting till 
his cheap check dittoes are dried at the kitchen fire. 


Ardent geologists, 


Lilly » lirst mishap. 


” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


HAPPY GEORGE! 
THEY had quarrelled, had these lovers, 
And the parting had been pain ; 
But they loved each other dearly, 
So they made it up again. 
lor many months he had not kissed 
The maiden’s lips or brow, 
We'll do him justice and admit— 
He made up for it now, 


Once more his arm stole round her waist. 
Which tenderly he pressed ; 

Once more she laid her golden head 
Upon his manly chest, 

“Oh! George,” she said, as his hot lips 
With her ripe ones were blended, 

“Tam so glad, you dear old boy 
The * ‘buss '-maun's strike is ended.” 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 


( Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 


CHAPTER II. 
WILLIAM II, 1087—1100, 


WILLIAM TT, was called William Rufus, or the Red, on account of 
the colour of his hair. Some people, including his enemies, called 
it carrots, This was a decided mistake. What they meant was, 
that it was so much the carat—that is, it was as good as gold. 

All the monks said that William Rufus was a very bad king 
indeed. The history of his times was written by the monks, 
William Rufus, who was a sane kind of joker in his way, used 
auley to observe: “If I give these monks any ooftish to pray for 
me, I know very well indeed I’m such an out and outer that nothing 
of that sort would ever do me any good. I'll save it, therefore, and 
put it on the Chester Cup.” 

Naturally enough the monks resented this. 

“This man—this what do you call him?” they said to each other, 
“isa most degraded sinner; he won't subscribe to Dr, nardo’s 
home ; he won't subscribe to the society for the BE ld apg of 
Extra Ladies on Leave,” he won't. Then let's give him a four 
wheeled perambulatored one pound three and sixpence curse,” 

The monks cussed William Rufus, 

One of the great peculiarities of William Rufus was that he was 
always pitching into his brothers, 

One day William, with his brother Robert, besieged their other 
brother at St. Malo—brother Henry. 

They were making things very uncomfortable for Henry, and 
didu't allow him so much as a quarter of a sardine, or a “ HALF- 
I[OLIDAY" to wipe his moustache clean with, when Robert of 
Normandy said,“ What! shall I suffer my brother to die of thirst?" 
He, William Rufus, was struck with pity on the spot. 

“Where,” said he, “is Hugo de Sloper, Junior? 

Hugo de Sloper, Junior, came forward, 

“1 can stand this, my liege,” he said, “ no longer.” 

The monarch frowned. 

“The fours,” he said, “are drifting down to twos, with a small 
soda between them,” 

Hugo de Sloper was obliged to swallow this. He was a modest 
man, who swallowed most things when they were stood to him, 

But he remembered. He had read a penny awful or two in his 
blooming time. 

William, says the historian, was a violent and tyrannical prince. 
“ He was equally prodigal and rapacious in the management of his 
treasury. He never,” says ALLY, calmly, “knew the difference 
between a two or a three. He built a bridge from London to 
Surrey—‘cos why? at nightime he was never strictly sober enough 
to tnke a back seat in a ferry boat!” 

He died from being hit in the eve from an arrow by mistake. 
The arrow jerker was said to be one Tyrrell. 

This was not the case. 

On his death bed, Hugo de Sloper, Junior, was heard to murmur, 
calmly, coldly and penny-ice-ly, “I jerked him that arrow ‘cos r 
thought it beat that he should be au old stiff, because he was an 
old tryant.” It was very sad. 

eg 


UP THE RIVER. 
A SONG FOR THE SEASON, BY FATHER THAMES, 
CoME to your Father, come, come, come— 
Look out your dresses and whites ; 
Treat your particular Sunday-best chum 
To my thousand and one delights, 
I have lived on the Sun— 
Such a beautiful one ; 
I've commissioned an excellent breeze 
To behave as a fan 
To the maid and the man; 
And I've plenty of leaves on my trees! 
So, come to your Father—come, I say ! 
{'m not like your brother, you know. 
I don’t mind an atom who brings you this way, 
So long as you come for a row, 
With regard to you boys, you can bring whom 
you choose— 
Say, the milliner’s girl up the street ; 
Or the girl round the corner who serves you 
with boose, 
Or the waitress who served you with meat. 
You may come, should it suit, 
With Miss Tottie Highboot, 
Who's the chorus girl, fetching and free ; 
In a word, you can trot 
Out the whole blooming lot— 
*Twould be so much the better for me. 


Come to your Father, come, come, come— 
Never mind business—that’s rot ! 
What is your town, with it’s bustle and hum, 
To the e of this heavenly spot? 
or the night I've a moon 
That was made for a spoon— 
So deliciously cool and subdued ; 
And the shadows it throws, 
As it steadily glows, 
Are so useful, when folks don't intrude ! 
So, come to your Father, come, I say ! 
I'm not like a brother, you know. 
I don't mind a scrap who you come with this way, 
So long as you're here for a row. 
You can come (1 am speaking to you now, you girls) 
With whoever you happen to mash, 
You may choose, if you like, between 'Arrys and earls 
(But be careful they've plenty of cash). 
You can bring along Gwynne 
(Who's come in for some tin), 
Or young Jack, who's a moderate sum ; 
You can bring on old Brown, 
If the beast is in town. 
J don't care who it is—only come ! 
ee 


ABSENCE OF MIND. 

’Twas at the Navalries ; and as she gazed at the flickering reflec- 
tions of the fireworks and the bobbing rocket-sticks in the water, 
and twined her fair left arm round his sinewy right, she looked up 
in ashy way with— 

“T always think, dear Harry— 

* ves mean dear Albert, I think?” he replied, with a sardonic 
smile, 

“Oh, crumbs! yes, to be sure. How very balmy of me. I was 
thinking this was Wednesday evening.” 


” 


TWO SUMMER NIGHTS. 


—~—- 


It is leafy July,and the sky-line all around is mapped out by the 
black silhouette of woodland belt. The muonlight kisses and 
silvers the 
bosom of the 
sleeping 
river, kisses 
the foaming 
torrent of the 
weir, turning 
spray to gems 
that tlash 
and churn. 
ing froth to 
virgin fleece, 
kisses the 
fair oval face 
of agirl ina 
punt. In 
this last’ in- 
stance the 
moon's ex- 
ample has 
been fol- 
lowed, if not 
anticipated, 
by a man in 

er and a 
cap, whereat 
her eyes 
sparkle like 
the spray- 
drops in the 
moonlight. 

“Sweet!” 
says the 
thrush in the boughs overhead. “Sweet !"’ answers the nightin- 
gale far away in the woods, “Sweet!” whispers the man in the 
ear of the maid, while, without lull or break or pause, the weir 
sighs on its melancholy monotone, and sweets to the sweet go on 
indefinitely. 

She calls him Jack, dear Jack ! dearest Jack! and he calls her, 
for short, you know, “ Duckie Diamond!” He is sweariug he loves 
her—that he never has loved, never will love another. It's a way 
he's got. These oaths ure inexpensive. There is no fee to a com- 
missioner to administer them ; and if you happen, accidentally, to 
break one of them, they can’t do anything at the Old Bailey to 
you, so they are harmless vows, to those who make them, speaking 
mundanely. He presses a yielding little hand in his strong one ; 
his arm encircles, oh! such a waist. The way of an eagle in the 
air, the way of a serpent on the rock, the way of a ship on the sea 
and the way of a man with a maid, how shall | describe what the 

Sage could 

not under- 
. stand? 

And the 

weirsighed 
mourn. 
fully. 


Sweet. 


. * 

T wo 
years have 
passed, It 
Is again a 
summer 
night. 
Again the 
boughs are 
leafy, and 
the moon- 
light folds 


Fae | 
Lie at » aaa 
Te ATA 
Afetissecetee 
(tee 


oe 


in @ silver- 
ing em- 
brace. 

And still 
the weir 
sighs 
2? mourn. 


“a 
_—— Jack is 
The self-same punt. sitting in 
the self- 
same punt with the identical arm around—not the identical waist, 
but still » waist, what there is of it. It is 80 slender, and so shapely 
—a symmetrical isthmus between a sweet peninsula and a mainland 
of milk and honey. 

Well, if it isn’t the same girl, Jack is swearing the same vows, 
eternal constancy, and all that sort of thing, don’tcherknow, and 
protesting with a vehemence worthy of the Player Queen, that he 
never has loved, or can or will love another, as he loves Dainty 
Daisy—this is his pet name for this one, 

On the night breeze comes the ripple of laughter from others of 
their river party, the fraginent of a sung, the “ jug-jug” of, maybe, 
the self-same nightingale. The tide sweeps on silently, save that it 
seems in passing to echo the kisses that Jack rains on Daisy's lips. 
And the weir keeps on sighing, sighing. 

Is that a clump of reeds yonder? No, for it is coming down with 
the tide. “Go on with that merry story, Jack. Oh! [ say, how 
funny! and how well you tell it.” There itis again. One can see 
in the moon- 
light, right 
in the middle 
of that blaze 
of silver, 
something 
floating. 

They gaze at 

it, and their 
laughter dies | %.4, 
as it swirls }, \\n74" 
sl is 1 ; 
surely to- 
wards the % ‘ 
bend where- 
in their punt 
is moored, 
Daisy creeps 
a little closer 
to Jack. The 
black mass 
in the water 
takes such a 


human 
shape—a 
woman's ! 

Daisy 
buries her ; 
head upon her sweetheart’s shoulder. Still from afar came the 
song fragment, the rippling laugh, the “juz-jug.” And in the 
virgin moonlight, there, iu the boson of the ealm and silent tide, 
Jack behulds the white, dead face vf Duckie Diamond ! 

And the weir sighs and sizhs. 


A little closer, 


IN THE ROW. 
Sunday Morning. 
“Don't they stare at ns, my dear? you may depend 
they take us for the German Royalty.” 


“T say, old man, why don’t you wear a coat ?" 
“Coat, sir! how can / wear a coat? I'm the wreng en] up for a coat.” 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


EGGS-ACTLY. 


MAKING HAY WHILE THE SUN SHINES. 


“Here, I say, I can't get out either end, and I want to bathe.” 
“Oh, ver wants to hathe, do yer ? Ah, that’s a shilling extra!” 


(Saturday, July 11, 1891. 


“Tam thinking of going down 
to the seaside for a clunge of air, 
dear, Will you join me? You 
could then lend me your husband 
to take care of my London honse, 
What think you of my proposal ?” 
—Extract Jrom Letter of Young 
Lady. 


%_° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


No. 190.—MIss FLORENCE CLAUDR. 
“No idle words can aptly paint my passion.” 
—The Dook Snook, 
“T've never loved before as I love now.” —Lord Bob. 
“Her besuty is such that a smile would reward me for years of 
devotion and love.” —The Hon, Billy. 


| 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—The Right Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE. 


- 


A.'SLOPER {is neither Tory, Conservative, Unionist, Liberal, Radical, nor Home 
Ruler. Every friend of A, SLOPER'S who has followed his career in the House-—and 
who has not ?—will have observed that he has strictly a policy of his own, which may 
be summed up in the simple word “ Unsweetened.” A bill to reduce the price of that 
invigorating gargle is now being prepared by the Member for Shoe Lane, which, 
when it becomes law, will act as the thin edge of the wedge to the passing of his great 
bill, the aim of his life,“ Free Drinks for All") Things being thus, he felt he could 
goand interview the Right Hon, W. E. Gladstone with «a mind free, unbiassed and 
unprejudiced——(1), The only difference observed in him was in collar. Having 
been fortunate in procuring a cast off of the G.O.M.’s from a laundry-maid, he donned 
it fur the occasion,— (2). “ Welcome to Hawarden, ALLY! Will you come out and 
fella tree?" “No, dear boy, it’s too hot. Besides, I do not wish to cut my stick so 
soon after arrival.” Jove! how Mr. Gladstone roared at the witticisin; and when A. 
SLoPER further remarked that he“ must aze leaf to be excused,” he positively 


McSNATCHUM’S 


LOGIC. 


NS. 


shrieked. Later on, when A. SLOPER happened to observe that his family were at 
the seaside, and that on leaving Hawarden he should join them, Mr. Gladstone 
declared that he should much like to accompany him. “ Then come along, Waggy, 
by all means, it will do you good; we'll start at once. My little woman will be 
delighted to see you.” Arriving at the Eminent's lodgings, tliey found they were all 
on the sands, “ Tell you what,” said A. SLOPER, “ we'll just put on some of my boy's 
things and go down to them.”——(3). “ Now, this is what I call enjoyment,” cried Mr. 
Gladstone, ten minutes later, as he emptied some sand down tle Eminent s back. 
“Jolly!” said that gentleman, “Let me introduce you to Mra. S. Ducky, Mr. 
Gladstone.”——(4). Mrs. Sloper, who was paddling, invited him to join her, and, 
while they were searching for jelly-tish, they heard a splash.—(5). It was only The 
Wreck, who had fallen off a rock into an unpleasautly deep pool while pryring into 
the domestic arrangements of the lowly limpet. “Fall of the Sloper Party,” re- 
marked Mr. G., who was quite sorry when it was time to return to Hawarden. 


(.) “Cum, MeNan, live and let live, say I. Why can't ye dee and give mea job, and Lae this bonny bit heedstiu pit up tue—7" 


(2.) “ Weel,” said McSnatch:1m, later, “I ntver thonght T wid {ver Hive tae hea cheruh on a heedstin.” 


Th 
no 6 
suit 
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A+ leloominrc: bride: 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


1 have been trying, my friends, trying hard for the last half-hour, to think of some original and | weight, He didn't want her for a mate :—The sight at Henley, so they say, This year's exceptionally 
entertaining way of greeting you, but, alas! in vain. “Here I am again” sounds very hackneyed | gay :—Sincere indeed are his regrets for meddling with the marionettes :—The Austrian Press ws 
now, and I cannot find it in my heart to commence with “Once more, ladies and gentlemen.” | right, ‘twould seem; This mecting means increased esteem :—He tried to gauge, and now he knows 
Therefore, to business :—Zhe bakers’ men in Paris say They work too many hours a day :— Behold e awkwardness of women's clothes, There, my labour is o'er. I’: off to Henley, to inhale the breezes 
the cordial greeting ‘tween This Emperor and England's Queen :—His sweetheart a0 increased in | of the river and bask in the smiles of loveliness. Ta-ta—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


GENEROSITY. 


¢] i* 14 
BOOKING OFFICE \ 
Béocink OFriCe | 
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SHAKESPERE “TO WIT.” 
Pedagogue, Jones, secundus, tell me, what profession was Falstaff ? 
J., 8. A doctor, sir. 


Pedagogue. A doctor! How so? 
J., 8. Please, sir, ait he always called Sur-geon Falstaff > 


NO LONGER THE MAN HE WAS. 
Juggins has lately grown so absent minded (?) that last week he 
told the porter to put a label on his wife, kissed his portmanteau, 
and got into the wrong train. 


Friend. I say, old man, can a give me a couple of seats to-morrow, Friday night ? 
Hatter (to party buying hat). I should say the ‘at snits you as Acting Manager. Can't possibly manage it. Next Monday, if you like. y 
no other suited you before. The shape was evidently designed to Friend, All right, that will do, By-the-by, when do you close the theatre ? What! thon art off colonr, and hast no appetite? Go to! thou {"i 
suit your type of countenance and ‘eed. Acting Manayer, On Saturday, 


bad a jolly drung on thee before curfew yesterday, 1 marked. 


~ ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_——- 


THE Metropolitan Volunteer Force are not likely to look with 
any fecliag ol great pleasure upon the visit of the German Em- 
Teer to London, 
Six or seven hours’ 
InManwuvering On 
Wimbledou Com- 
mon under a blaz- 
ing July sun, al- 
most hot enough 
to cook sausages 
in the pan, and 
with just) wind 
enough to flick up 
the ever plentiful 
dust, is not exactly 
the pastime that 
would be chosen 
by the average 
cockney for his 
own particular 
pleasure and en- 
joyment. But 
then, Royalty has 
to be entertained 
under any circum- 
stances, and if the 
Volunteer Force 
is not patriotic, 
what is it? There- 
fore, ALLY'S ad- 
vice to volunteers 
all is take “ pa- 
triotism” as your 
watchword, gather 
round your ofticers 
and show the foreign invader what metal the citizen army of 
Great Britain is composed of. ¢ « 
s 


ON Sunday, June 28th, A. SLOPER and Alec were to be seen pro- 
cessioning in a Demonstration got up for the benetit of the St. 
Marylebone General Dispensary, “I say, feyther, what do you say 
to starting a Dispensary in Shoe Lane?” quoth the Blue Eyed 
Budlet. “I've got a bit of dihackulum plaster I could put in the 

ol to start the Show with.” And nary a word escaped the Senior 

ember. He wasthinking. ¢» » 

. 


THE enormous incrense this year in the number of women who 
have attempted suicide is attracting considerable attention, and 
speculation is rife as to the cause. Many 
attribute this desire upon the part of so 
many members of the gentler sex to retire 
for ever trom this world of sorrow, to the 
teachings of Ibsen, but in our opinion 
this is not the case. There may, perhaps, 
be an exceptional case, where some highly 
sensitive creature, maddened by unconge- 
nial surroundings, has followed the exam- 
oe of Ibsen's heroine, and extinguished 
herself in the mill race or the duck pond. 
But to hold the Norwegian philosopher 
responsible in any great degree is 
ridiculous, Far more probable is 
the inference which may be drawn 
from Goldsmith's famous lines 
anent lovely womau stooping to 
folly :- 

“The only art her guilt to cover, 

To hide her shame from every eye; 

To give repentance to her lover, 

And wring his bosom is—to die.” 
-* 


* 

More “long hours” complaints. 
First the 'busmen, then the domes- 
tic servants, now the barbers, who 
declare that they work on an 
average 107 hoursa week. A meet- 
ing of the Hairdressers’ Early 
Closing Association was held last 
week and their position discussed 
generally. The young man who 
shaved us on the evening of that day evidently intended to be in 
time for that meeting, even at the cost of blood. Thank you, the 
wounds are healing nicely now. 

es 
s 
£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
reseuted to Mr. W. JutTsoM, 56 Suffolk Road, Sheffield, 
or the beat “ owed” of four lines, commencing, “ Welcome, Sweet 
Quarter Day!” 
Welcome, sweet Quarter Day! 
We hailed thy visit sadly ; 
But now, with Ally’s guinea tip, 
Weill smile on TURE most gladly. 
ss 


s 
WuHatT SLOPER would like to know.—Why The Topical Times, 
in its issue of June 27th, reproduces, under the heading “Topi- 
cal Notions,” a verse which had appeared in the “ HALF-HOLI- 
pay" published on the 25th? If “Topical Notions” is a good 
title?) Whether “Cuttings from the Comics ” wouldn't be a better 
and a more appropriate one? If this is the first time this sort 
of thing has happened—or the twentieth? 
es 
s 
It is upwards of three years since Katti was originally produced 
by Willie Edouin ; and bearing in mind the hearty laughter with 
which it was 
greeted at that 
period, it is not 
surprising that 
& warm recep- 
tion was ac- 
corded to it on 
its reproduction 
at the Strand 
Theatre. ake 
piece, as play- 
vers will doubt- 
less remember, 
deals chiefly 
with the eccen- 
tricities, adven- 
tures and mis- 
adventures of a 
German maid-of 
-all-work, Katti 
Bloter by name ; 
and in the hands 
of Alice Ather- 
ton, the original 
representative, 
by the way, it is 
needless to say 
that full justice 
is done to the 
absurdities of 
ee : this character, 
Willie Edouin again undertakes the part of Finnikin Fluffy, and 
it is no exaggeration to say that the part fits him like the prover- 
bial glove. Autti will, no doubt, draw as long as it is allowed to 
Temain on the programme, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE seaside L...!.:2¢ season has at last commenced, and loveli- 
ness is Once more ray & Splashing in the sea seems to be the 
tf 


especial delight of the fuir sex, and to 
hear their soft little shrieks, us the 
waves curl round and round their 
lissom forms is music to the car of man. 
Many and many a time has the Emi- 
nent stood on the seashore immediately 
opposite the spot where the lady bathers 
most do congregate, and wished some 
kind, good fairy would 
appear, and by the aid 
of her magic powers 
change him into a 
jelly tish. Then would 
he nestle to the side of 
loveliness, and with 
all the strength of his 
nature lavish caresses 
upon—but stay, is it 
within the bounds of 
possibility for a jelly- 
fish to lavish caresses? 
On second thoughts, 
perhaps, it is best to 
retain’ the human 
form, especially as the 
fair sex are not, as a 
rule, partial to the 
humbleand pulpy den- 
izen of the briuy. 


* 

THE Ancient Figleaf 
has this day conferred 
the “Sloper Award 
of Merit" upon the Rev. Dr. PARKER, because his riewa on the 
Baccarat Case are perfect, “This isa step in the right direction 
for once, feyther,” observed Alexandry. “I've long ‘ad my heye 
on Joseph, and, in my opinion, he's a man whose acquaintance you 
might well cultivate, and whose hexample you might hinculcate 
with considerable advantage to your own blooming morals,” And 
once again piercing shrieks rent the evening air. 

. 


THE rumour that the Queen has graciously sanctioned the betro- 
thal of Alexandry Sloper to Cousin Evelina is entirely devoid of 
foundation, and A, SLOPER, on behalf of his son, must indignantly 
protest against such unauthorized reports being circulated. 


s 
Mr. H. T. Jonnsovn, in collaboration with Mr. Charles Cordingley, 
has prepared a dramatized version of his successful novel, “A 
Ghastly Fraud.” It will be prod weed at the Lyric ones House, 
Hammersmith, previously to being sent on a provincial tour. 
ss 
s 
HENLEY REGATTA is one of those events which gives the 
average sober minded Briton the opportunity of making an inordi- 
nate jackass of him- 
self—hence its popu- 
larity. It is the river 
folks’ Derby, and as 
at Epsom men con- 
regate who would 
. puzzled if asked 
to judge between the 
relative merits of a 
mule anda thorough- 
bred, so at Henley 
one sees staid, elderly, 
businesslike looking 
individuals, who 
never handled a pair 
of sculls in their 
lives, trying hard to 
look aquatic and to 
master the rowin 
jargon heard on all 
sides. ALLY is not 
fond of this noisy 
river festival (his dis- 
like of water is well 
known), and he has 
always ded with 
horror the prospect SX 
of sleeping in a =Dy 
cramped, stuffy little 
cabin in a damp 
houseboat. But he * 
had to go; it’s ex- 
pected of a man in his Position. | It's one of the penalties of fame. 
= 


WE have received several letters signed respectively—“ A Spooney 
Scullery:Maid,” “A Salvationist General,” “A London Chucker,” 
“ Miserable Mary,” and “ A Naughty Nurse Girl,” evidently intended 
for our Stonecutter Street contemporary the Star. Poor creatures ! 
if their Pisces are anything like as bad as their spelling they are to 
be pitied indeed. ** 


CHARLES COLLETTE made the Royal Medical and Chirurgical 
Society sit up and snort at their conversazione the other night with 
his Burlesque Lectureon Comparative Anatomy. Charlie is singing 
at the Royal Holborn, where he would like to see his friends drop 
ia to give him a shout. as 


On Friday evening, June 26th, the Pioneer of Purity and suite 
weighed into the Paragon Theatre of Varieties, in the Mile End 
Road. The Old ’Un found all the items 
spicy and right up to date. Dan Leno, 
Jenny Hill, Paul Martinetti, Professor 
Parker and his Wonderful Dogs, Imro Fox 
The Brothers Horne, La Petite Amoros, and 
Flo Bilton, sister to a real live Countess, 
were well to the fore, and all doing their 
best to make up a splendid programme. 
No wonder the Paragon is spoken of as the 
Empire of the East ; it richly deserves it. 


s 

ALLY was pleased to see his old friend 
ppacer on the job at Henley once again. 
Henley Regatta, without Spider, would be 
as unsatisfactory as lamb without mint 
sauce. Prowling about on the water all 
day long, “The Original” seemed to be 
advertising Somebody's Soap pretty freely. 
Somehow ALLY doesn't like soap. 


*. 
THE enge who, at the commence- 
ment of the year, was pleased to send to 
nearly the whole of the press a chart con- 
taining a detailed account of the weather to 
be expected during the current year, must, 
by this time, begin to feel small. We 
were promised fine weather up to the 15th 
of June, and, after that, rain would be the 
predominating feature of the month. As 
events turned out, from the 15th to the 
time of writing, the weather has been all that 
could be desired, and we have experienced a period of warmness and 
dryness, none the less acceptable because it was unexpected. July 
and August will be wet months, says the same prophet. Well, we 
shall see what we shall see, and shall reserve our judgment on the 
merits of the geutleman iu question's prophetical abilities fora time, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JULY 18th, 1891. 
—— 
12th July, 1839.—Under this date we read in a London 
newspaper—Liston, the comedian, the king of English comedy, has 
abdicated his throne. In the following letter sent by him ty 
Mr. Webster of the Haymarket, he writes—* As 1 shall have n,, 
further occasion for them, you will be pleased to accept from ;y 
old brother any six wigs gry may think pope to select from ny 
stock, in the possession of Mr. Wilson, 277 Strand.” ‘ 


18th July, 1806.—The “ Hall-by-the-Sea,” at Margate, ws 
first opened this day by John Sanger. 
— a —— FTL 

14th July, 1888.—Miss b:lla Boker, of Kingscote, Wokin.. 
ham, was stung under the eye by a bee in the garden, about tweis.- 
o'clock on the 13th inst. She treated the matter lightly, si 
suffered no pain after the customary simple antidote had bn. 
applied, saying that she had been stung before, the swelling woul: 
run its course and go down again, She continued to be quit. 
cheerful down to 8.30 on the Hth, when she fell asleep on the sofa, 
At 9.15 she suddenly woke up in a convulsive fit, and died fro), 
syncope within a minute, aged 29. Miss Ella Baker was the author 
of “ Bertram de Drumont” and other tales for young people: als 
“Stories from Old History,” “ The Sovereigns of England,” “ Songs 
of the Seasons,” and other pieces. 


15th July, 1850.—Mrs. Glover, the famous actress, died this 
day, aged 63. Mrs. Glover once played Hamlet for her benctit, 
Donaldson says :—“ Her noble figure, handsome and expressiy: 
face, rich and powerful voice, all contributed to rivet the attention 
of the élite assembled. At the end of the first act Edmund Kean 
came behind and exclaimed, ‘Excellent! Excellent!’ Theactress, 
smilingly, cried, ‘Away, you flatterer! You come in mockery to 
scorn and scoff at our solemnity.’” Which was more than proLable. 


16th July, 1888.—The season this year was an extraordinary 
one tor the growth of strawberries in Kent. The plants generally 
were overburdened with fruit, and although the extremely cold 
weather had prevented large bry from ripening, some tons 

r day were gathered around Wingham, Kent. On this day no 
ess than seventeen tons of strawberries were placed on the railway 
at Sandwich alone for London markets, the supply far exceediny 
anything previously known. 


17th July, 1778.—Mr. John Warner writes this day: “The 


| Brother's Steps are situated in the field about half a mile from 


Montague House (now the British Museum), in a north direction, 
The tradition is that two brothers fouxht a duel here, having 
quarrelled about a worthless woman. The prints of their feet are 
nearly three inches deep and remain totally barren, so that nothing 
will grow to distigure them. ‘Their number, I suppose, may b. 
about ninety. A bank on which one of them fell mortally wounded 
retains the form of his agonizing posture by the curse of barrenness, 
while the grass grows all round it. There are people now livin: 
who remember them being ploughed up, and barley sown to deface 
them, but all was labour in vain; for the prints, in a short time, 
returned to their original form. A place on the bank is still to be 
seen where the wretched woman sat to see the combat.” 


18th July, 1782.—Samuel Taylor Coleridge this day entered 
the Blue Coat School. “From eight to fourteen,” Coleridge says, 
“1 was a playless day-dreamer, my appetite for which was indulyed 
by a singular incident. <A stranger, struck by my conversation, 
made me free of a circulating library in King Street, Cheapside.” 
Going down the Strand in one of his day-dreams, fancying himself 
borg” he thrust out his hands and touched a gentleman: 
pocket. The gentleman seized him, thinking he was a thief, and 
the frightened boy sobbed out that “he thought himself swimming 
across the Hellespont.” At sixty odd, Coleridge used to be followed 
about the Grove at Highgate, where he died, “ by troops of children 
for the sake of the sweeties, of which his pockets were always full.’ 


IBSENISM. 


No more we'll say that SLOPER’s “ fuddled,” 
“ Screwed " or “8 hless blind”; 
“ Obfuscated,” “tight” or “muddled "— 
“ Three sheets in the wind ” ; 
- Mellow,” “sewed up,” “muzzy very,” 
“ Full” or “elevated” ; 
“Whittled,” “ potulent” or “ merry,” 
Or “intoxicated " ; 
“Nappy,” “lushy,” “primed ” or “addled”; 
, ra Boozed Ca * pater rie - i, addled 
roggy ” ipsy,” cr ed” or ‘ , 3 
“ Drunk as lord or drover” ; 
“Inebriated,” “ maudlin,” “gay” 
Or “copped the brewer fair.’ 
It’s so much more polite to say, 
He's “ vine leaves in his hair.’ 


—~—_—_—__- 


AS USUAL. 


“DEAR, dear me, how the place has altered!" said the gry 
haired, bronzed faced old gentleman, who had been away from thr 
village for many years, aud was now scarce remembered by the 
oldest inhabitant. “Well, twenty-seven years will tell.” 

“Ay, you're right there,” assented the landlord of “The Hay 
Maker's Rest,” with whom he was conversing. : 

“And what has become of those two brothers Hopkins, d'you 
know?” inquired the exile from foreign lands, ‘ : 

. sad, sad ; and two fine young fellows as you might wish 
to see,” commiserated the bung. 

“Yes, yes—Joseph and Charles, What happened to them?” 

“Why, sir, Joe married the young girl as his mother wanted him 
to. You remember her?” 

“Oh, yes! a charming little girl, and the very girl to make 
young fellow a good wife, Well, I'm glad Joe's all right. But 
what about Charlie?” 

“Ah! Picked up with and married a young woman as sung at 
the music ‘alls,” 

“Dear, dear, dear! How sad. What a difference in the two 
marriages! ‘Iell me, spare me none of poor Charlie’s squalor—tel! 
me how each is doing now?” 

“Well, Joe’s in the City. He gets thirty-five shillings a week, 
has got five children, lives at Dalston, and walks in and out tv 
save the ‘bus fare.” 

“ And Charlie?” 

“Oh, his wife's earning about seventy pounds a week, and he 
don't do pee except smoke big cigars and drink '74 Koederer : 

Then the exile beat his informant heavily over the head aud 


went away in tears. 
—_ 


EDWINA'S SUITOR. 


“Pa, dear,” said the passing fair Edwina, as she nestled up t? 
the old gentleman's shoulder, “I am in love—nay, more than that. 
I have pledged my troth.” nn 

“How much did you get on it, Edwina?" asked her father, whe 
was nothing if not practical. it 

“You misunderstand me,” she replied. “I have pledged mysé!' 
to become the bride of the only mau | can ever love—Heiurich Ou 
von Stamps ickerhausen.” : 

“What! almost roared the old man, “that pound a week Ger 
man clerk?” 

“Yes,” was the reply, in clear, resonant tones, such as well rez!’ 
lated girls always keep for these occasions; “1 love him, a!" 
dt spite your sneers, | shall marry him, It is no crime for a man | 
be < und a week cremap spe = tiy-and ihousitlall 
“No, no, it is not,” replied the old man, y and thoug ie 
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Saturday, July 11, 1891.) 
O “TIMES”! O MANNERS! 


[Tt is said that the Times has indignantly refused to accept any more free seats 
for first nights. It will, in future, pay for its stalls.) 


THESE little 
rhymes con- 


—T 
C/ pay ror my sal) Sip / y cern the 


= te mel <n Times— 
ce Jou gent bribe 77e: fell I mean, of 
~ _G 1 course, the 
ct aS Journal ; 
LC j \ ‘Twould seem 
Cy that It was 


lately bit 
By sundry 
qualms in- 
ternal, 
It aims to be so 
pure, you 


all “ produc- 
tions.” 

It won't accept 
its seats fur 


nix, 
But says, “7°02 
pay my Ten- 
and-six !” 
The Times, no doubt, feels brave and stout, 
But, still, its plan's quixotic ; 
And though most grave, ‘twould fain behave 
In mood that seems despotic, 
Oft first-night seats, though now (some state) 
You cannot get for money ; 
And if the 7imes were just too late, 
Lor’! wouldn't it be funny ? 
What if a seat it couldn't fix, 
E’en after offering Ten-and-six ! 
a 


TOLD BY A LORD. 
(A ROMANCE OF MARGATE.) 

T aM a haughty aristocrat. My father, the Earl, is chiefly remark- 
able for an exceedingly short temper, and ditto purse, and my allow- 
nnce is proportionate, and to its scantiness | attribute all my present 
difficulties. Had not my tailor, my jeweller,and my cigar merchant 
so persistently dunned me, I should never have thought of hiding 
my noble head at a place like Margate. I selected it for security, 
At Margate I thought my creditors would not dream of looking for 
the heir to the Earidom of Pebblebeach. At Margate I can econo- 
mize; at Margate L can mingle with the plebeian herd and study 
their eccentricities. Alas! at Margate I met My FATE. 

1 had been down a week when I met her—My Fate, and she was 
leaning against the railing of the jetty extension. Never before had 
I beheld so divine a 
fnce, so graceful a form 
and I, who had passed 
scatheless before the 
smiles of London's pa- 
trician belles, fell down 
and worshipped this 
unsophisticated maiden 
in the tan shoes and 
sailor hat. 

From the reports of 
recent trials, I note that 
the diaries of the wit- 
neases are frequently 
produced, ‘Twill 
greatly simplify mat. 
ters, and lend a fashion- 
able air to the proceed- 
ings, if | append a few 
extracts from my own. 

July 4th.—I have 
met my fate again, and 
hrown a handful of 
and down her back 
hich is the recognized 
nethod of effecting an 
ntroduction here. We are such friends—awfully fast friends, 
July 6¢h.—1 can scarce contain my passion ; she shall be mine! 
July 8th.—I have proposed and been accepted, Oh, ecstasy ! 
he is strangely reticent about her family. She is staying with 
er mother, whom I have not yet seen; her father will be down 
o-morrow, and | am to interview him. Meanwhile, I have written 
everal passionate notes to the object of my affection. « * 

Tam back in town now, My heart's idol is a Houndsditch born 
ewess, who pre-ides over a stewed eel shop in that odoriferous 
neighbourhood. Her father is an old clo’ man, and her mother 
ssists him in his profession, They have commenced an action 
zainst me for “breach of promise,” and laid the damages nt 
3,000, My noble father is turious, and is vainly endeavouring 
0 burrow a shilling to cut me off with. 

— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 

No. 2—TOTTIE GOODENOUGH. 

TOTTIE, sweet enough to kindlecall our 
fancies ! 

Tottie, spry enough for airy, fairy 
dances ! 

Tottie, blithe enough to make the 
“Friv.” gods happy ! 

Tottie, bright enuugs to conquer dude 
and chappie! 

Tottie, pert enough for singing shady 

ad! 

Tottie, pure enough to banish thoughts 
unhallowed ! 

Tottie, kind enough to be to all men 
rracious ! 

Tottie, rough enough on those who're 
too audacious ! 

Tottie, loathed enough by many an 
envious maiden ! 

Tottie Goodenough, you're good enough 
for Aidenn! 


Tottie, small enough for Liliputian 
regions! 
Tottie, great enough to hold all men's 
allegiance ! 
Tottie, high enough for royal feasts 
discussing ! 
Tottie, low enough for Eagt-end chil- 
dren “ nussing" ! 
Tottie, proud enough to own a myriad 
(A é dresses ! 
‘ Tottie, meek enough to take The 
; Wreck’s caresses ! 
Tottie, strong enough with love to overwhelm me! 
Tottie, weak enoush my praises are : yet, tell me, 
Tottie, sure enough, vou won't unfee'd dismiss me? 
Tottie Goodenouzh, be good ewough to kiss me! 


ALLY SULOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
= 
37 CHANCERY LANE, W.C., June 253th, 1891. 
DEAR S1R,—! have this morning safely received the magnificent 
present you have awarded me of Mr, Arthur Hacker's beautiful 
picture, “ Forsaken !" and beg to thank you most heartily for such 


a splendid gift. 
Yours most gratefully, HARRY MOULTON, 


9 REGENCY SQUARE, BRIGHTON, June 29th, 1891. 

My Dear AtLy,—Your “ Award of Merit” was an unexpected 
honour, on which my friends congratulate me warmly, and for 
which | tender you my best thanks. As you deem my advice worth 
having, take a little more of it. Spend more of your time at 
Brighton this summer. Leave the “Unsweetened "at Mildew Court, 
and try what the briny will do for your dear old “trunk.” Think 
of the incalculable boon to our town if the Friend of Man could be 
seen disporting his manly form in the salt sea waves at the head of 
the West Pier every morning. Kind regards to Mrs. S., Tootsie and 
other members of your distinguished family. | remain, my dear 
ALLY, faithfully yours, GEORGE WHITTLE, F.O.8, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 69.—HE PINCHES FRoM A “BLUE-coaT Boy,” 


As SLOPER stood, one Saturn's eve, 
Upon the Pentonvillian Hill, 
His breast upheaved a gladsome heave, 
His spirit thrilled with gaudeant thrill, 
For, right foreninst him, he beheld with joy 
A shrine of Bacchus, called THE BLUE COAT BOY, 


“A Blue-coat Boy, in life's fair prime, 
Was I,” exclaimed the Man ot Sin, 
“ And, for the sake of that glad time, 
Vil take mine ease within yon inn, 
And with Sloperiqgn wealth the tills I'll clov— 
And glad the holder—of THE BLUE-COAT Boy!” 


He slouched into the public bar 
(For quite a humble soul he’s got): 
He meekly craved a cheap cigar 
And ginger beer (for he would not 
His high repute for temperance destroy,— 
Not even to enrich THE BLUE-COAT BOY !) 


And, quite oblivions that he'd got 
But tivepence farthing left in caah, 
Sweet smiled he, as he paid his shot, 
And murmured ‘neath his silk moustache: 
“Oddsbirch ! for old times’ sake, UU spend a roy 
Al fortune freely on THE BLUE-COAT Boy!" 


A“ Blue Coat Boy” girl—such a duck, 
Red-lipped, with big bright eves—stood near ; 
To whom the Hoodlum; “ Prithee chuck 
Yon snuffbox hitherward, my dear! 
A pinch will clear my brain, and Vil enjoy 
Sweet memories of myself A BLUE-COAT BOY,” 


Then forked the fair-faced Phyllis out 
That big full box of rare S.P. 
But, as the Wreck regaled his sn——, beg pardon, 
proboscis 
With copious pinches two or three, 
The box was fiercely from the Walls of Troy 
Snatched by the holder of THE BLUE-COAT BOY, 


Too late! too late! no snuff it held ! 
‘That mammoth nose had gorged the lot ! 
“On what you've bought,” the landlord yelled, 
“Five farthings profit i have got: 
And yet vou sneak five shillings’ worth of choi- 
Sest snuff! Vile fiend, wouldst break THE BLUE-COAT BOY?" 


Then SLOPER murmured, “ Let me die! 
My guilt appals me! Let me croak ! 
I meant, for sake of days gone by, 
To flood with wealth this blue-coat bloke. 
Instead of which, I've given his soul annoy, 
And played the devil with THE BLUE-COAT Boy !” 


—_+__—_ 


INSULT UPON INJURY. 


HEAVILY our newest contributor lurched into the office, and, 
overbalancing, fell into the coalscuttle. 

“Sir!” said the editor, with some warmth, “you have heen 
drinking—yon are, in fact, intoxicated. I'll be hanged if I believe 
you could walk a chalk line.” 

“ Prob’ly not, prob'ly not!" replied the newcomer, drawing him- 
self proudly upand feebly trying to fish his hat out of the fireplace. 
“IL came here ash—ash—a j'tn'list, sir. If you (hic) rquired a 
bl'ss‘d tight-rope dancer, I sh'll ave much pl’sur' 'n r'signing !"” 


—_— 


LITTLE BY LITTLE. 


LITTLE by little the onk-trees rise, 

Till their prowess the deadliest storm defies, 
Little by little the builders build, 

Till the tower is raised by their labour skilled. 
Little by little the cub gains strength, 

Till a king among brutes is matured at length. 
Little by little the steamships glide, 

Till they've traversed the ocean's expanse so wide, 
Little by little, with ceaseless strife, 

Let men press on in the Battle of Life, 

And, little by little, with hearts elate, 

They'll gather its trophies, Indulgent Fate 
Will, little by little, their labours bless, 

And, little by little, they'll gain success ! 


Little by little the bard’s wild brain 

Evolves a vivific and deathless strain, 

Little by little the student's aim 

Brings knowledge and power and wealth and fame. 
Little by little the hopes that throb 

In the patriot’s bosom inspire the mob. 

Little by little Old Age draws near, 

So let us work well in our destined sphere, 
Since, little by little, we forward go 

To an endless reward of delight or woe, 

Little by little our frames decay, 

Till the clay returns to the death-cold clay, 
Yet, little by little, our souls may rise 

Till they reach the Valhalla beyond the skies ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
QueRY FOR LATINISTS.—Would it be correct to describe a 
“star” in the poetical world as a poet-aster ? 
A MAN who has made his mark—One who has voted by ballot. 
How to relieve the “itch for scribbling "—Write with a scratchy 


n. 
WHY was the notorious Clitheroe abduction a paradox ?—Because 
it was both a dreadful carrying-off and a dreadful carrying-on. 

THE RRAL BoG-IE MAN—Divil a wan but Pathrick frim the 
Wit av Oireland, 

QUERY FOR THE LATIN CrAss.— Must a liber-al education 
necessarily be a “free” education ! 

IN old times St. Stephen was a martyr. Nowadays, anyone who 
has to listen to “St. Stephen's" speeches is a martyr. 

To sufferers from toothache SLOPER can recommend a bob's- 
worth of teeth which will give them, not pain, but pleasure. He 
alludes to “ Dragon's Teeth.”” Who'll buy, buy, buy? 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
BOLDEROCK. 


(A Romaust oF YE OLDEN TYME.) 


> 
CHAPTER X, 

ONCE more the Lady Mary Ann Bolderock was in her father's 
castle, surrounded by her faithful maidens, The past looked to her 
like a_ horrid 
dream, but the 
present was a ' 
sweeter Joy ~ | 
than ever she | 
had before ex- 
perienced. The _ 
sudden revul- 
sion from her 

ire extremity, 
to the comforts 
of her father's 
castle, made the 


castle dearer 
than ever; but, 
besides all that, 
the Lady Mary 
Ann was con- 
scious of a new 
feeling in her 
heart, the exis- 
tence of which 
she blushed 
even to confess 
to herself. The 
youth, who had 
so timely = ar- 
rived to rescue 
her, and whom 
she now knew . 
to be no Sara- = 
cen, but an En- 
glishman, had 
aroused an emotion in her bosom, which all the armour-plated 
knights she had met with had failed in kindling. She loved the 
youth, but she concealed the fact—she feared it was doomed to 
be a hopeless love, for it was very unlikely her father would ever 
allow her to wed one who was not noble. 

The youth had partially explained to her the reason for his dis- 
guise and the reason for his apparently heartless desertion. He had 
stated that he had adopted the costume of a Saracen slave in order 
to gain an access to the castle to witness her transcendent beauty, 
which wasa slight deviation from the truth that was pardonable 
under the circumstances, The packet which he had presented her 
with contained no charm, but merely a secret mixture invented by 
his father, the use of which was sure to enhance anyone's beauty. 
When the Lady Mary Ann was arrested, he knew that he would be 
involved, and that 
in these bigoted 
and ignorant days 
they would be sure 
to be condemned 
unheard. Besides. 
only Provisional 
Protection for six 
months had been 
secured on the mix- 
ture, and the secret 
of ingredients 
could not be di- 
vulged without 
risk. Ile took the 
best course to save 
both. He tled. His 
father proceeded to 
the Patent Office 
and secured a full 


The Home Secretary. 


patent, then the 
whole case was 
laid before the 


Home Secretary, 
along with a gift 
of half a ton of 
- the mixture for 
his wife, and the 
parece for the 
ady Mary Ann 
was at once 

ranted. But 
or his course 
of procedure they might have both died together. 

“ Might they live together?" he pointedly asked one day, as they 
Sacked over the battlements together. 

The Lady Mary Ann blushed and trembled. Her blushes were 
now bright, for the youth had brought asupply of the mixture, and 
she used it every day. 

“ Alas!" said the Lady Mary Ann. “Tam afraid it cannot he,” 
she softly muttered, and then sighed a seven and three-quarter 
sigh with the diapason stop on. 

“You love me not?” said the youth, gloomily. 

“Thy parent will want thee back,” the Lady Mary Ann mur- 
mured, ignoring his question in the same old time manner femi- 
ninity is given to, 

“Oh, yes! he wanta me back, He thinks your remarkable case 
will provea splendid advertisement for our line of business, and he 
wishes me home to 
work it,” 


Lady Mary Ann blushed. 


“Then go, good 
youth, I willcherish 
your memory — as 
that of a brother.” 

“Oh, bother the 
brother business! I 
want you fora wife, 
Tell me, do you love 


e 

A look from the 
Lady Mary Ann was 
his answer, and, in a 
moment later, she 
was resting hercheek 
in the vicinity of his 
patent reversible 
scarf. 

After the first few 
ruoments of bliss, the 
Lady Mary Ann un- 
wound herself from 
his enfolding arms, 
and said— 

“My father! He 
will never consent,” 

“Well, ['llask him 
first, anyhow, and we 
will see what can be 
done then.” 

“ He will be terrible 
in his wrath.” 

“Oh, let him rip. 
He is not very wealthy, and he ought to welcome an Englishman.” 

“Ah, youare right. He mizht only get a German Prince.” 


(To be continued next week.) 


Resting her cheek. 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 211.—KYRLE BELLEW, F.O.S. 

“In this short biographical sketch of the life of Kyrie Bellew, 
we have endeavoured, as nearly as possible, to keep strictly to 
facts ; and, if we have in any of the minor details trespassed on 
the field of fiction, it is only to lend point to our narration, 
With this explanation, we will proceed to business, Kyrle Bellew 
first saw the light of day in a small village situated in the back- 
woods of Nort! America, Up to the period of our hero's birth, 
that species of humanity which is commonly designated as the 
enfant terrible, or the baby, was utterly known in that eom- 
munity so worthily rned by our he parents ; so it will, 
therefore, be understood that the uproar caused in the village 
when the fact of our hero's first appearance on the world’s stage 
became generally known was very great. The excitement was 
tremendous, and a meeting of the inhabitants was at once called, 
at which the following resolution was carried unanimously— 
*That in the opinion of this meeting, the Bellews have acted 
disgracefully in introducing a baby into the hitherto happy 
community, and it is therefore resolved that the whole family of 
father, mother and child shall be expelled from the village.” A 
deputation at once awaited on the Bellows, and, after a rather 
argument, in which bricks and stones took an active part, the 
trio were conducted to the village borders, and, with much 
ceremony, politely told to hook it, This cruel behaviour on the 
part of their neighbours seemed to deprive the elder Bellews 
ofall reasoning faculties, and after a week of weary wandering, 
they at last. in a fit of absent-mindedness, of course, left the 
innocent cause of all their woes comfortably slumbering ina dry 
ditch, in whieh place he would doubtless have ended his career, 
bat for some strolling players espying him as they rested by the 
diteh’s side. So pleased were these pour but honest folks at 
their find, that they adopted the child, tanght him the rudiments 
of his profession, and made him a thing of beauty and a joy for 
ev Chiefly bec » he is the ladies’ pet, Kyrle was created 

"O.S8., awl the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
January 13th, 1885."—Debrett Improved. 


“Hullo, old stout and vitter! have you got your corset upside 
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IN SEARCH OF PREY. 
The lady falconer, brought up to date. 


Small boy says he won't give up the clothes under a shilling. 
Jones don’t mind that so much, but how the deuce and all is 
he to get at it? 


ALLY SLOPEBR’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FROM BAD TO WORSE. 


Mistress, 1 thought when I engaged you, cook, you told me you had no brothers, no cousins, and no sweethearts. 


Cook, No more I ain't, mum. 
Mistress, Well, who was that man T saw hurrying out of the kitchen as I came in? 
Cook, He,mum? Oh, he was my husband, 


(Saturday, July 11, 1891. 


Tomkins savs he will give up tennis and take t, 
quits, No silly girls about to giggle, dumtcherknow ; 
ho beastly nets in the way. 


DOUBLE OR QUITS. 
Doctor (to patient with trfluenza). You may take a 
wine glass of brandy every four hours, 
Patient, Awful long time between drinks, doctor, 
. Can't you double the dose and halve the time ? 


A LITTLE MISUNDERSTANDING. 


“ (1), Humply was a comic artist, in search of scraps of Irish humour. “ Waiter,” 
said he to the attendant at tlhe * Banshee's Head,” in Co. Clare, “I wish to be undis- 
turbed. Probably, when you call me in the morning, I shall not hear yon. You must 
be prepared to wake me, do you understand ?"” ——(2). “* Wake’ him!” gasped 
Shamug, “ sure it's committin’ shuisoide the miserable cr’atur's afther. Begor! Oi'll 
shpake to the masther about it.——(3). “ Bedad! Oi belave ye're roight, Shamus!" 
whispered the landlord, as he peered through the keyhole. “The «ivil's wroitin’ 
somethin’. Shure it's his will, Be the powers! Oi'm not loikin’ the looks av it at all 


' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
{ 
| 
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atall! Hand me the roifie, quick, or there'll be murdher done here !"——(4). But 
bite! f was only in the agonies of hammering out a comic idea, when he was 


arou: by the bursting open of his door. “Quit that, ye murdherin’ divil!" bawle! 
mine host, levelling his weapon, “or, by St. Pater, it’s mesilf that'll blow ye to 
smithereens! Do ye think Oi'll have bloodshed in me house? "——(5). “Ha!” 
chuckled Humply, as the firearm went off in several places at once, “now, that's 
really comic. Come, I'll just make a note of that. The Lest bit of fun I've secn fora 
long time. Just the very thing I wanted.” 


DANCING GIRLS. 


No. 2. 
The girl who positively loves ices, production.” 


A RIG-AT-A—THAMES RESORT. 


“Don't yer know why that chap’s like an egg? Why, ‘cos he's a Hen-lay 


“OH, WHAT A SURPRISE!” 


Horror of Jenkins, who espies his w‘* 
on the other side of the way. 
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